THE    STAR-SPANGLED    MANNER
Lindbergh looked up for a moment, and said,
"There's only one important thing in my life at the
moment, and that's flying to Mexico." All the time,
letters, telegrams, special messengers were arriving.
Lindbergh paid less attention to them than he would
have paid to the buzzing of a fly against the window-
pane. He went straight ahead with his job. As a
result, he was ready at the moment when he had said
he would be ready/
It transpired, later on, that Lindbergh was well
advised to pay no heed to the communications of the
outer world. Among those telegrams were many dis-
tracting influences. The Roman Catholic Church,
for example, had thought fit to send many passionate
protests to this unorthodox young man for propos-
ing to disgrace himself by flying to a country which
had ventured to question the value and integrity of
its priesthood.
Another Lindbergh mystery was solved for me
during that conversation* I had read in some news-
paper that he had prepared for those long flights by
training himself to dispense with sleep. According
to the newspaper he would sleep for eight hours on
Monday, seven on Tuesday, six on Wednesday, and
so on, until he eventually arrived at a physiological
condition which demanded practically no sleep at all.
That theory has puzzled me considerably, and I was
gkd to learn that it was merely a journalistic inven-
tion. Lindbergh's actual procedure was entirely
different For several days before his Mexican flight
he had gone to bed every night at ten o'clock and had
slept for ten hours. He had had so much sleep that